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Shortly after my arrival at Lusar, I was joined by the
San-ch'uan lama, to whom I had sent a note when on my
way to Hsi-ning. He was called Tsairang lama, and was
a man of about fifty, with features rather resembling the
Tibetan than the Mongol type. He had been with Potanin
for two years, during which time he had accompanied
him around the Koko-nor and to Kan-chou. He showed
himself from the first most anxious concerning an author-
ization from the Chinese government to travel outside the
border, which he insisted I must procure, as it would
entitle me to an escort, without which traveling westward
was impossible. When I told him that I had decided not
to ask the Amban for either pass or escort, and, in short,
that my method was to keep out of the way of officials
except when absolutely forced to ask their assistance, he
was but little disposed to join my party. Another con-
sideration which must have influenced him to determine
finally not to accompany me was that he would not be
able to squeeze me to any great extent, certainly not so
much as it seems he had squeezed Potanin, with whom ac-
cording to one of my men he said he had made more in
two years than he could have made in ten years of legiti-
mate business.
It was this Tsairang lama that began the stories I was
to hear so often repeated of the terrors encountered in
meeting the Tibetans, of their wonderful marksmanship
with their long guns, and of their audacity in attacking and
pillaging caravans. To the stories of dangers from them
were added others relating to the horrors of the country
itself, winds that cut one's skiu, water that destroyed one's
stomach, pestilential emanations that poisoned men and
beasts, sandy wastes, no grass, and not a living soul to be
seen for days and days. However, he remained with me, for